6io                 LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE

[Extract from a letter from David Garnett1 to Lawrence, May
20th, 1928.

In ordinary life this emotion [the horror of institutional life]
is never aroused, this instinct or emotion of a weasel in a steel
trap. When I feel it my intelligence falls away, even my cunning
is gone, I am tooth and claw as I was at school, or in the doctor's
forceps at the moment of my birth. So the shock of the book on
me has been very great, reminding me on every page of this
emotion, and making me live through it vicariously, which I have
felt strongly in the past, but which I had forgotten: the emotion
of the weasel in the steel trap, biting the keeper's boots .. .
The Seven Pillars was a triumph, this an agony. ... In The Mint
you have made me experience the worst horrors imaginable.
The Damascus hospital is sweet with the smell of flowers com-
pared with the corroding breath of servitude: the cowardice of
being bullied, and waiting for the insulting order ... Evils
change, and there is that in The Mint which would change the
design stamped, though, alas, it would not stop the process of
stamping altogether.]

360:   TO DAVID GARNETT
14.6.28.                                                   Miranshah Fort, Wazinstan
You see, I have changed dust-holes. This is all ringed by moun-
tains, and on the edge of Afghanistan. There are only 25 of us.
We live behind barbed wire. The life contemplative. The peaks
round us are sharp, like bottle-glass, and our Fort is in a pit.
Into which drops your sudden letter about The Mint. The Mint}
Why I wrote it in 1922. It feels incredibly far off. What was it
you wrote six years back?
There are some gorgeous things in your letter. I got to your
sentence 'the air ... a new form of transport*.a Ha Ha. Tell
Belloc that yachting is only an obsolete way of going somewhere.
Candide indeed. He liked (I believe) digging in a garden: which
seems to me about the saddest employment on earth. We are not
alike! By 'we' I mean you and Candide, too. As for physicists
,.. 'rot 'em.
1 See letter No. 364.           * Compare letters Nos. 425 and 445, after I learned to fly.